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Summary:
Andrew and Ashley get up to devious deeds in their parents' house. Only thing is, their parents' bedroom is just down the hall...

 

(Reimagining of Episode 2)

Notes:
I cannot get this damn incest game off my mind. So obviously I had to write a vaguely smutty (nothing too explicit) oneshot to soothe my fixation.

This work is based on the song "Bang Bang" by K'naan, because it is just ~so~ quintessentially them.

Work Text:
You lay- alone, uncomfortable, and aching- on the brand new couch in your parents’ living room. There’s no point in trying to sleep, you already know that you won’t be able to with what’s been on your mind. And the last thing you need is to wake Mom and Dad up with your nightmares, they’re already suspicious enough as is.

You huff, reaching behind your head to fluff up your pillow.

What time is it again?

You sit up, craning your neck in vain for a glimpse of the grandfather clock that stands perched beside the door. Damn it. It’s only two a.m. You lay back down with a sigh, closing your eyes again. Well, maybe you can still get a few hours of shut eye before morning comes. That is, if Ashley decides to leave you alone for long enough.

One hour later…

“Aaaaaandy~”

You blink.

“Wakey-wakey…”

“H-huh?”

You rub your eyes with the sleeves of your sweater. Crap, it’s pitch black in here, you think. Where the hell is she?

You gasp as Ashley’s weight suddenly comes crashing down upon your lap.

“What the hell, Ashley?!” You whisper-shout, shoving her off of you.

“What?” She whines. “I was cold.”

“Why are you even up here?”

She pouts at you from the floor. “I got tired of waiting for you to come downstairs. Mom only left me one pillow, y’know.”

You roll your eyes. God, she’s fucking entitled.

“And Andy~” she coos, her fingers softly tiptoeing up your thigh. “You know I can only sleep with something between my legs.”

“Gah!” You shove her hand off of you. “You’re a fucking pervert, you freak.”

She tosses her head back and laughs. “What? All I meant was I needed an extra pillow. What did you think I was getting at?”

You blush, scowling and turning away from her.

“Keep your voice down, Mom and Dad’s room is right there.”

“What, are you scared they’re gonna hear us? What do they care?”

You shake your head and sigh once more. “You know Mom gets weird when we…” You cough. “Sleep in the same bed, or whatever.”

She laughs again, loudly, and you lunge forward to clap a hand over her mouth.

“You stupid bitch,” you hiss, your head whipping towards the hall. But the coast looks clear- Mom and Dad’s door is still shut and the hall lamp is off.

You feel her tongue slip out from between her lips and into your palm of your hand.

“Ugh! What the hell?”

You wipe your palm on your jeans, glowering at her. She laughs, as annoying as fucking always. So you grab her chin roughly, forcing her to stay still and look you in the eye.

“I thought you promised to behave,” you growl, your nose pressed against hers.

“Is this not behaving?” She asks, smiling sweetly.

You roll your eyes and decide to let her off this time. You’re tired, this little bitch isn’t worth your time.

You drape your arm over your eyes, completely erasing her from your view. “Goodnight, Ashley.”

You’re guessing she’s still there, moping in silence on the ground. You lift your sleeve slightly, peering out from under it. She isn’t moving and her shoulders are slumped. Looks like she’s not in the mood for jokes tonight.

“…Ashley?”

You hear her breaths come out shakily. Is she… okay?

“Leyley,” you say quietly. “C’mere.”

You watch as her shoulders shudder ever so slightly before she hoists herself onto the couch and curls up in your arms, her back pressing against your chest, ponytail tickling your nose.

She cradles your arm close to her breast, her legs slipping down to find their place between yours. You pull the blanket over the two of you, making sure she’s covered from all sides. Her breaths are still coming shallowly, and you can sense her distress.

“Talk to me, Ley,” you murmur as you stroke her hair.

“It’s nothing.”

Your fingers entertain with a lock of her raven-colored hair, which you spool between your fingers as the two of you continue to spoon.

“It’s obviously not nothing. Don’t think I haven’t noticed that you’ve been acting weird since dinner.”

She cups your hand to her cheek, a gesture you are more than happy to oblige. And finally, after almost an entire minute of silence- save for her heavy breaths- she speaks. “I just hate being around them.”

“Mom and Dad, you mean?”

You can feel her nod. “They make me feel…”

She stops, so you hug her tighter. “It’s okay, I’m listening.”

“Just…” she sighs. “Bad. I don’t know. Just like… I’m not a good person.”

You snort. “Well, you’re not.”

You feel her punch you fairly hardly in the shoulder.

“Ow!”

“Fuck off,” she grumbles, shifting her body beneath the blanket. You can feel her back pressed against your crotch. Hopefully she can’t feel your… well, y’know. “But, like, you know what I mean. Mom always treats me like I’m some sort of… monster, or something.”

You feel a slight twinge in your chest as your thoughts turn back to your mother, probably your least favorite person in life. You feel protective over your sister, even if she gets on your last goddamn nerve.

“She’s been saying stuff to you again?”

She shrugs. “Off and on.”

“Ashley.” You turn her to face you. Her eyeliner is smudged beneath her eyes in a way that’s nothing short of adorable. Her hair is disheveled, ponytail loose and undone. Her black top has ridden up past her abdomen and her belly button is showing. You can just make out the hint of her black panties peeking out from beneath her shorts.

You hear her snort as your eyes flick from her, uh, you-know-what, back to her face.

“My eyes are up here, Andy,” she smirks.

You flick her cheek playfully. “Jesus, Ashley, I’m trying to have a serious conversation with you for once and you still can’t drop the ‘Andy’ bullshit.”

In the dim light you can just barely see her gaze harden again. “Yeah, okay,” she sighs. “When it was just me and her alone after dinner she cornered me. You know, after our, uh-“

You blush. “Yeah, I know, I know. Whatever.”

She nods, biting back a smile. “I dunno man, she got all up in my face again and she-“

Your eyes narrow. “Did she touch you?”

She doesn’t look at you.

Suddenly your hands are on her shoulders and you’re forcing her to look at you. “Answer me, dammit! Did she fucking touch you?”

“It wasn’t as bad as last time,” she says quietly. “She just pushed me, against the wall. And threatened to lock me in the basement if she caught me up here at night.” She looks at you guiltily. “Sorry.”

You groan, bumping your head against hers. “You really never think, do you?”

You feel her hand creep up your sweater, and come to rest palm flat against your bare chest. She shivers. “I hate the basement. It reminds me of when I was a kid, and she used to…”

You feel her shudder again, so you pull her close. “I remember. And yeah, I get it. I figured you’d come up eventually.”

You couldn’t believe you had forgotten about how difficult it would be for Ashley to see Mom again. Their relationship had always been a bit strained, but since the quarantine… well, in all honesty it was at an all time low.

“What if she hears me?”

You trace your fingers down her spine, feeling the delicate bumps and ridges like a miniature mountain range on her back. “I’ll deal with her. Don’t worry about it, you really think I’d let her go after you?”

She nuzzles her head against your neck. “Well aren’t you the gentleman. What are you, my boyfriend or something?”

You scoff. “Yeah, right, as if I’d ever willingly fuck around with you.”

“You don’t seem to have any problem eyeing my fat tits,” she smirks. “And besides, I’m very fuckable.”

“And that’s why you’ve never had a boyfriend, or…”

She punches you again. “You know I don’t want any of those unloyal other guys. Besides, you’re much more handsome.”

You prop yourself up with your elbow, twirling a lock of her hair around your forefinger. “Watch it, creep.”

She smirks, her hand still nestled beneath your sweater against your warm chest. 
“What more could a man possibly give me that I couldn’t just get from you?”

You flip onto your back, pulling her on top of you as she giggles. “Well, ’something between your legs’, for starters.”

She digs her elbows into your chest, pulling herself into a seating position as you groan. “That is not what I meant.”

Your hands are on her waist as she straddles you, sitting atop your abdomen. “Well I guess I’ll just have to do for now.”

The two of you are too lost staring into each other’s eyes to hear the sound of footsteps coming from the hall.

“Andrew?”

You freeze, face blooming a deep burgundy as your mother stumbles upon the scene at hand- you, sprawled back on the sofa, the blanket kicked back over your feet, with your sister sitting straddling your waist.

“I-“

In mere seconds Ashley has sprung from your lap and now sits knees tucked into her chin at the edge of your feet.

“M-mom!” You yelp, sitting up.

“This had better not be what I think it is,” she growls.

“What?” You gasp. “O-of course not, we’re just-“

“He couldn’t sleep!” Ashley intrudes suddenly. “It’s his nightmares. I- Insomnia.”

Your mother turns to Ashley. And if looks could kill, you think, she’d most definitely be dead.
“Oh, I see. And you’re supposed to be helping with that, is that it?”

She smirks, once more full of fire and sass. “I can be a very comforting presence, Mom.” You kick her.

“I told the two of you to stay in your respective sleeping places,” she says crossly, folding her arms across her chest. “I will not have whatever the hell this is going on in my house.”

You put your arm around Ashley protectively. “Nothing is going on,” you insist once again. “Now go back to bed, Mom.”

Even in the darkness you can see her face flush. “Don’t tell me what to do, Andrew. This is my goddamn house. You want to sleep here? You follow my rules.”

Ashley looks at you nervously, but you stare defiantly back at Mom. Really?, you have to ask yourself. This is the hill that you’re going to die on? Oh the things you do for Ashley.

Mom takes a step towards the two of you, suddenly grabbing Ashley by the wrist and yanking her up.

“Basement. Now.”

You scramble to your feet. “W-wait!”

Ashley whimpers, tugging at her wrist.

Mom whips around the face you. “No. You’ve had your warnings, and I’ve had enough of this. And I swear to fucking Christ that door better stay locked until morning.”

The sounds of Ashley’s pleas are giving you secondhand embarrassment. You really didn’t want to get on Mom’s bad side (mostly just to avoid suspicion) but at the same time, who the hell is she to tell Ashley what to do?

“I’ll go,” you say, stepping between your sister and mother. “She can have the couch. I’ll sleep downstairs.”

Mom looks at you, and raises an eyebrow.

You roll your eyes and bite back your disdain. This is only until morning, you can do it.

“With the door locked,” you add reluctantly.

Mom seems pleased with that (the sick bitch) and ushers you away from your sister and down the stairs. Suddenly, you feel her fingers close around your ear and tug.

“Ow!! What the hell, Mom?”

She yanks you down the stairs, and you stumble after her.

“Enough, Andrew. I don’t want to deal with you and your shit right now, I just want to get some fucking sleep.”

“I- I didn’t even do anything!”

She shoves you towards the bed, and you go sprawling across the rumpled sheets. Mmm. They still smell like Ashley.

“Do you think I’m stupid, Andrew? You really think I don’t know what’s going on?”

Play dumb. Play dumb. Play dumb.

“H- huh?”

She glares at you, hands on her hips, messy ponytail swaying behind her.

“This isn’t normal, and it isn’t fucking healthy. I don’t want any of this happening in my house, because quite honestly Andrew, it’s disgusting.”

You scoff, sitting up on the bed. “Look, Mom, I don’t know what the hell you think is going on here, but-“

She takes a step towards you, and grabs your chin suddenly.

“Mom!”

“Is that-“ she peers at your cheek, her thumb clamped tight around your jaw.

“Get off-“

“Is that a fucking bite mark???”

Oh you wish you had Ashley’s gun.

The color drains from her face as she releases you, staggering away. “You’re sick, Andrew! Fucking sick! Your goddamn sister?”

You jump off the bed, your mind reeling. “It is not what you think,” you insist, trying to hold back the urge to vomit.

“N-no!” Mom yells, pushing you away. “You know what, Andrew? You’re out of the house tonight. Pack your bags.”

“What bags?” You protest. Everything you owned was apparently burned in the fire.

“I should have you arrested is what I should do. For breaking quarantine, setting that building on fire…”

“Are you kidding me?” The old bat’s really off her rocker now.

“I knew it was suspicious, you two just showing up out of nowhere one day. I should’ve known.”

You groan, pinching the bridge of your nose in frustration. “We didn’t do anything. God, you always just assume the worst.”

“The worst, Andrew??” she exclaims. You glance upwards, wondering if Ashley can hear all of this. “You two little gremlins are worse than the worst. I just-“

Her voice breaks, and you can almost see yourself feeling sorry for her. But that notion is quickly discarded the moment she speaks again.

“I just don’t know how I managed to fuck up this bad. I guess I always knew you had it in you after that little girl went missing. But I… I should’ve seen the signs.”

You’re silent. So much for a clean break, ‘in and out without a trace’, as Ashley had said. After a few moments you finally you muster up the courage to speak.

“So what now? What’re you gonna do?”

She stares daggers your way. “I’m locking this goddamn door, Andrew. I’ll deal with you in the morning.”

You open your mouth in protest, but she’s already storming up the stairs. You let out a resigned sigh at the sound of the slamming door, followed by the click of the lock.

You grit your teeth, cursing yourself. The two of you were so fucking close. You’d escaped a state mandated quarantine, psycho hitman, and even the devil himself. And even so, you were no match for your own mother.

…

Speaking of which, it’s been awfully quiet-

BANG!

“Oh Jesus Chri-“

The basement door slams open, and Ashley’s voice rings through the cellar walls.

“Andy? Are you okay down there??”

You spring from the bed, knocking right into her as you bound up the stairs.

“Jesus, Ley-“

Your cries of surprise are quickly cut off by the sensation of her lips on yours.

“Mwah, mwah, mwah,” she coos, peppering your face with kisses. “How I missed you so, dear brother.”

As annoying as she is, you can’t help but share the same sentiment. But your thoughts are quickly turned back those of panic as you recall the gunshot you just heard.

“Leyley, what the hell was that noise?”

She lets go of you finally, taking a step back with her hands on her waist.

“Oh, that? I just needed to keep her from running. She’s still alive though, don’t worry.” She smiles cheekily. “Don’t you think I haven’t forgotten about the ritual.”

“What? We’re still doing that?”

She laughs, punching you in the arm playfully. “Well obviously. It’d be such a waste of two souls if we didn’t.”

You scowl at her. “Well where the hell is Dad?”

She gestures upwards. “I took care of him, he’s not going anywhere.”

“So they’re both alive?”

“Obviously. Like I said, waste of two souls.”

“So…” you say, thinking. “What now? We start the ritual?”

She shrugs. “I mean, we can I guess. But… well, we’ve got this whole bed freed up, and I’m tiiiiired.”

Before you can even begin to protest her arm is linked around your elbow, and she’s tugging you towards the bed. “Mom can’t bother us anymore, Andy. I’ve got you aaaaall to myself.”

You stare down this psychotic bitch. The gun is still clutched protectively in her right hand, and you can’t help but notice a faint splatter of blood on the barrel.

She catches you staring at her, and smiles. “This gun suits me, huh?”

She poses, both hands wrapped around the grip, barrel aimed directly at your forehead.

You freeze, panic flooding your veins. “Jesus, Ashley, put that thing away!”

You hear the safety click off.

“I could just pull the trigger right now, Andy,” she sighs. “Wouldn’t that be romantic?”

“You and your romance,” you mutter. “Fucking insane is what it would be.”

“It’s honestly tempting….”

“Don’t.”

“But-“

You lunge at her. With a crash the gun is knocked from her hand and goes sprawling across the floor.

“Hey!”

You tackle her, your hands on her shoulders and your knees on either side of her waist pinning her to the bed.

“I thought you promised to behave,” you growl in her ear.

“You’re no fun.”

“Pointing a loaded gun at me is fun to you?”

Her lips curl into a smug smile, and you’re overcome with the sudden urge to kiss her.

“I just want you to know you’re mine, that’s all.”

You can feel her hot breath on your face as she parts her soft, rosey lips.

“Oh yeah?”

She flexes her wrists under your hands, and your grip tightens.

“Yeah.” That smug smile, it kills you.

The two of you look at each other, and suddenly you’re lost in her tar colored eyes. Then your lips are on her neck, your fingers in her hair.

She groans, struggling against your movements, gasping softly as your teeth make contact with her porcelaine skin.

You groan. “Who’s in control now?”

You can feel her shudder beneath you. But prideful as always, the little psycho doesn’t answer.

You pull back, glaring at her, daring her to speak. “Leyley…”

“Me, obviously,” she purrs.

And then your hands are on her neck, her pulse throbbing against your palms as you squeeze. She sputters, kicking at you with her feet. But you don’t budge, you’re going to get the answer you want no matter what it takes.

“Say it, Leyley.”

She gasps, her face turning a deep red. But still, the little bitch resists.

You feel your own anger growing inside your chest, and you squeeze harder, smirking as she audibly coughs.

“Last chance.”

She gasps. “You! It’s you, okay??”

You sit back on your heels, coming to rest atop her waist, releasing her.

Her hands immediately go to her neck as she erupts into a fit of coughing.

“The whole sentence now. I’ve waited long enough.”

She takes one last shaky breath before hanging her head in defeat.

“You’re in charge, Andy.”

“Ah ah ah-“

“Andrew, fine, sorry.

You smirk at her, finally satisfied. “Now then,” you say, falling back onto the bed beside her. “I suppose we can have our fun.”